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actually saw it, I knew that there were great holes in
the crank-case and pieces of hot metal were flying through
and the engine was hurling out its bowels over the waste
below. Out of the corner of my eye I could see the
header tank hanging stupidly and wobbling with its
stays broken.

I throttled back the port engine and turned back
westward for Kasr Kharana, alongside of which Flight
Lieutenant Moore of the armoured cars had told me at
Z..G. D you could land quite well. Luckily the star-
board engine was my sound engine, and this is the
one you can fly on more easily, owing to the Vernon's
tendency to turn to starboard. Which way was the
wind? Landing across winds of any strength in exposed
places might easily spell disaster, I got Barrett to
throw out two smoke candles, but, as I was slowly
working round to starboard, neither he nor I could
see the little thin wisps of blue smoke on their impact
with the ground. Their important message was thus
wasted on the desert air. Then of the weather report
at Ziza I bethought me. N.N.W. the surface wind, it
had said. I would chance it at that.

Now I was approaching the Fort from the south-east;
and as I glided down the contours of the ground stood
tip in relief, small details gave the desert reality, and
I exerted my judgment to the uttermost. I looked
keenly for folds and holes in the ground, in order to
try and clear them. I saw I was going to land on a
sort of little plateau which was raised somewhat higher
than the level of the ro-mile broad valley, bounded
on either side by range upon range of hills stretching
away beyond knowledge and sight into a soft dim glow.
On its southern edge was the Fort; Its northern edge